THE YOUNG MELBOURNE
inveigled him into matrimony before he was ready for
it. He was still too preoccupied with forming his own
tastes, and discovering his own point of view, to
assume the responsibilities of a husband. But at no age
would he have been the right husband for Caroline.
For it was not in him to be an autocrat. The master-
fulness he had shown on his honeymoon was the
unique effect of an unprecedented burst of emotion.
When this cooled, he relapsed into the man his temper-
ament and Lady Melbourne had made him; passive,
self-protective, indulgent, his first principle to let
people alone, his first instinct to avoid trouble. Nor
was he able to encourage Caroline's idealism. He did
not believe in it. Attractive though they might be, at
bottom he thought her high-flown fancies great non-
sense; and he could not resist telling her so. His dark
eyes agleam with mischief, he twitched aside, one by
one, the veils of rose-coloured sentimentalism with
which Devonshire House tried to cover the seamy
side of life; exposed the weaknesses of the characters
she had been brought up to revere; pointed out the
fallacies involved in the religious and moral systems
that commanded the respect of average mankind.
Even his own relation to her was not protected from
the disillusioning light of his realism. At the same time
he assured her that he loved her, it amused him also to
tell her that he had loved before, to recount the
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